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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE 


SACHI RAUT-ROY is different. | came to know the 
poet through the collection of his poems fKavita-1962, 
a Sahitya Akademi Award wirining anthology. The 
poems, some of which | have rendered into English, 
end which have been published in different indian 
Journals, are considered milestones in modern Oriya 
Poetry because of thematic and technical innovations. 


One of his lesser known poetic work is 8B hanumetira 
Desha originatly Published in Oriya in 1949. This narra- 
tive poem is a classic on its own merit, In theme, tone 
and treatment, it presents a Spectacle of rich variety 
found in a heightened awareness of the beauty of 
neture, in the truth of human effection and in the sense 
of values and norms The Poet’s sensitive treatment of 
the theme of tfove representing its many facets— 
affectionate, passionate, intellectual and idealistic, 


mekes the poem timeless and universal. 


Translation is a chalianging task, Each language 
has its own milieu, often its own very special approach 
to the theme. My endeavour has been to ‘recreate’ 
the poet’s lyrical utterance. With added touches and 
second thoughts I’ve tried to retein the beauty and 
flavour of the original, which ! believe, will make this 
attempt acceptable to scholars and lovers of poetry. 


Dr. (Miss) Shashikala Choudhury 
12 November 1988 
New Deihi-19 
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Bhanumati’s 

green, Serene pasture. 
Amidst it 

a plot of indigo flowers. 

A dawn in April. 

The sequestered dak-bungalow 
Faded as past 

Hazy as future. 

Encircling it 

the azure umbrage of she-oak. 
Aurora at winter-end 
besmeared the mind 

with some dead 


Aurate reminiscences. 


Binata in an arm chair 
in the corridor. 

\Was she busy titivating ! 
Her disheveltled hair, 
creased saree, 

also her bare 

expanding 

creeper like body 


reflected this, 
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Her mother 

chatting inside 

with the village-teacher, 
Not that fragments of 
their chat 

not sending ripples 
through Binata’s heart. 


The two immersed in deep talk. 


Birds of passage 

they were. 

Have come from city 

to spend X’mas holidays. 
For a change of mind, 

of climate 

Yes, for a change of climate. 


invited by Taranga. 


Taranga says, their village 


Sundargram 

is true to its name-. 

Its slim alleys, 

Its scarlet-xanthic lattice 

of Oleander and laburnum 

at the acorn bank of Bhanumati, 
creates in mind 

the wonder-play of April. 


He is really a poet 1! 
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Binata’s doubt has vanished. 
At the very first sight 
of this thorp, 
bewitched, she has exclaimed— 
Ah, wonderful indeed 
How wonderful 
thy village is ! 
Apt name too, 


Sundergram ! 


Camels’ curved hunch-like 
this sierra, 
Each a colossus lamp-stand as if. 
Above that, at dawn and dusk 
blazes the sun-lamp. 
And the palm tree at quarter’s end, 
The roomy stairs of fructed date-palm 
on either banks of Bhanumeati 
Each like a lamp-post. 
For, there shines the resplendent full-moon, 


There blazes the moon-lamp. 


The sparkling white dew drops 
of Phalguna, 

the shimmering, blooming 
Koruhan and Neem flowers 

trim up the courtyard 

of the dak-bungalow=— 


Bhanumati’s scarlet-slums 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


( 6 ) 
live up. 
Its stream murmurs, 
Saw thou—Taranga says, 
How splendid all these, Bini | 


A flower-show as if ! 


In Binata’s astounded eyes 

a layer of dream-collyrium, 

Fragrance sprouts 

from her 

stiff, sanguine sandalwood heart, 

What a strange, electric titillation 

in her entire body ! 

Nurtured in city 
amid brick and cement, 
seized by the ghost 
of iron and steel, 
Binata has seldom seen 
the sun-rise. 
Her possessed, 
numb psyche 
is yet to be set free, 
She wonders— 
is it freedom ? 


Can it be possible ? 


Bhanumati murmurs 

the tale of yon faery-land. 
Binata doubts its reality, 
Yet she loves. 
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She forgets— 

The piercing, earsplitting 
gramophone 

at dawn, at dusk. 

The rush, the uproar 

In the shop nearby. 

The rattling calls of traffic, 
The noisy streets, 

The odour 


of petrol, rose and coal-tar. 


The current of abysma! Bhanumati 
is today 

rea! to her eyes. 

The cliff of Maninaga Hill, 

The dice-board trellis 

of silk-cotton tree and 

bastard teak, agap, 

have enspasmed her 


to sink in oblivion. 


Far afield, 

the spring of screw-pine. 
Beyond that 

the xanthic threshing grove, 
Rows of wild bushes, g// trees 
cane, spine too. 

Dense bambo-bush. 


Margosa in blooms. 
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They say— 

daily, a velvety tiger 
comes for water, 

chases its own reflection 
Beats its tail; 

Rubs its claws, 

Runs towards itself. 
Rows of witld-blossoms. 
Drips the wild-Mahwe 


in the scaly, cloudy 


night. 


Taranga, Bini and Binata's mother 
were taking a stroll. 
Myriad and myriad of moored barges 
sailing across the river. 
In Binata’s blue-eyes 

the mystery of twilight. 
In her long braid 

the cascading gloom of new-moon. 
The deep, azure line 
of har fish-like sharp eye-brows 


touching her forehead, off and on. 


Plucking a red-oleander 
from the plant wayside 
Taranga put it on 
Binata'’s hair, 


Her mother 
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walking ahead, at a distance. 
Feigning, wheeling, 
Taranga rushed forward, 
festinately, unnaturally. 
Flashing a smile 

Binata acknowledged 

the gift. 


Her silence reverberated— 


On my head, | accepted 
this red-oleander 
of the land, where 


quiet flows the Bhanumati. 


They sat 
on a gigantic stone. 
In the lap of Bhanumati 
the setting sun. 
Hues of rainbow bestrown . 
Ravished with rapture. 
Cooed Binata—Taranga ! 
This p’raps is the land of the setting sun ! 
This p’raps is the land 
that wipes away life’s sorrows ! 
This p’raps is the land where 
the touch of dream’s golden-stick 
lulis the princess to sleep 
ne'er to wake up ! 


Is it not so! 
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Till the time comes 

to wake up—said Taranga. 
For that one has to walt, 
When will be that 


auspicious moment ? 


Binata’s mother exclaimed : 
How whimsical your talks are ! 
The textbooks too 

lack those faery tales. 

Books of new sort, new thoughts 
we prescribe for lower classes. 
There is no more 

the tale of Madhumata, 

nor the legend of the 

lass with long hair. 

That story of twelve-hand-long hair 
in a golden casket, 

granny used to tell us, 

dwell no more in our thoughts. 
Buried in oblivion too 

that glass-saw story, 

the tale of that florist. 

That is why, by and by 

fading away 

dream, imagination 

from children’s mind; 

And fading away too 


the roomy, gorgeous greenery. 
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Binata’s forehead 
Spacious as 
mild-crims on, dusky, western Sky. 
Her saffroned tips 
flashes a bewitc hing 
yellow young -blood. 
The wheel-coloured porcelain 
of her cheeks 
The lustre of her 
fervid, juicy, 
glowing, glossy skin, 
like the 
canvas of the airy barge 
of her glamor ous 
sensations, 
rips with the flux of age 
knowing no upstream. 
only the melting, melancholic 
covenant 
with the boisterous stream. 
Turbulent tide 
of the flow of her thoughts 
affects 
effects 
the neighbour. 
Taranga, unbeholden, 
was ogling at Binata. 


Then, staring at the firmament, 
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from where 

the azure moon's flowery beam 

was whispering 

its invitation. 
What’s it ? 
A startled fawn 
ran away asudden. 
The lusty odour 
of pantheress’s flesh 
wafted from afar. 
Taranga understood. 
He stood up. 
Birmata too, 
stretching, yawning 
twisting her body frame 
got up. 

Taranga was reflecting— 

Binata is not a faery-tale princess, 

Nor too a dream queen. 

She is his classmate. 

Comes at times 

to be caught 

by Taranga. 

And yet deludes in a flash, 

She is, as if, 

in the dense boscage of his mind 


an enchanting deer, 
or in the sequestered firmament of his heart 


a wild-swan-. 
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From his heart's deep core 


often words afloat— 


Ah my deer-bride 1 

My paddy-bird ! 

Not a lost, lone wayfarer I'm, 
Nor too a hunter. 

In the quiet spung-grove 

is my bow. 

My flute seeks its tune, 

I’m the bard of this woodland. 
In this terrain, is my abode, 
This land of red-oleander 

and Guilmohur 

stretching upto Bhanumati’s Mouth, 
I’m its painter ! 

©’, will you boon a little hue 
to my brush? 

Will you grant a tune 

to my flute ? 

Empty, unruffled my sky is, 

O’ wild bird 

witl you soar aloft ? 

O* say, will you hold my rhythm ? 
Will you fiy once in my sky 
Flicking thy pinions ? 

Will you fill its void ? 


With the sweet melody 
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of flying— 
floating— 


strolling— ? 


Unasked his questions are. 
Has only asked himself 

times and again. 

Found solace 

in the melancholic wizardry 

of those unanswered questions. 
An Inebriation of mere asking, 
An Immense curiosity 
overwhelmed him. 

Apaid though, 

has not yet escaped 


from himself. 


Let him ask, Let him ask 


Ah ! Let him call, let him call 


Let him call again, 


Let him call. 
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A frost fast hight 
in the grove of Guimohur 


Unseasonable tempest 
touched 


Binata’s heart, Taranga’s heart. 


Taranga was ruminating— 
This p’reps is Tegore'’s 
‘Never Never Land’. 
This p’raps is the French surrea- 
lists’ 
‘“islet of Verdant Moon” 
across the horizon. 
Overhead 


countless verdant conseililations ! 


In the Guilmohur-foliage 

veiled by storm-rain 

sprinkles of unseasonable pour. 
The moist, opiate night, 
quivering 

quavering too 

the bosom of tuberose 

by the stupendous breath 


of frost and gale. 


Taranga and Binata 


seated close to each other 


on verandah... ess 
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sprinkles of rainwater 
touching them; 
the chilly air 


unnerving them. 


A kerosene hurricane 

flickering in the chamber. 

They can move in. 

But no. 

There is no movement. 

For them, the drizzles of gentle rain, 
freshness of westerlies 

is today 


pregnant with new sense, 


Rain stopping off and on. 
Like the glowing moth 
emerging from the 
wornout shell of the caterpillar, 
slips out the speer-beam 
of the resplendent moon 
from cloud’s sable sheath, 
And then, hiding behind 
the dark cloud. 


ARain has stopped—said Taranga. 
Has it ? to check up, both instantly 
stretched their hands out. 

Two parallel! hands 


extended forward, 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


( 19 ) 


Tinkte of Binata’s bangles. 
Unaware, 

Both palms tnuched each other. 
Then p’raps 

Binata withdrew. 


Tremors ran through her body, 


Taranga fett 

Surge of warmth welled up 
inside him 

in the dim hurricane light 
fhe could envision 

BSinata’s albescent hands, 
the tustre of her 
scintillating nails, 

He felt, as if 

in the ocean of tremulous gloom 
Binata’s white hand 


is an aurate isiand. 


overhead, 

the verdant Cape of Great Bear. 
Heaven bejewelled with 

a symphony of sprinkling stars. 
Beneath this wondrous 

starry firmament, 

on the sodden soil of the verdant vale, 
Amidst crores of mortatls on earth 


there sat, only two, 
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closs to each other, 


coalesced 


by the consciousness 


cf a unique space and time. 


Their breath 
piercing each other. 


Their growing awareness of each 
other 


getting sharper. 
Glamourized by the wild flower 


the hushed courtyard of the dak- 
bungalow 
lay out all around 


a new aura 


woven of shade and light. 


Thou art invited 
for the New Year —Binata said, 


Must come to our place. 


You, my guest of the closing year, 
want to rob me of 

the New Year's first day ! 
Complained Taranga, 


choking with tears. 


Binata giggled. 
Speechless, they sat. 
1 loth city—Tarange said. 


] abhor that ashen world 
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of brick, soit, iron and concrete. 
These purple alleys of the village, 
These strait meadows, 
this mountains 

river, 

woods, 
This crimson veii of the brumous dawn 
and the moth hour of eve 
and its arras of moss-green light. 
These are my own. 
I"m the bird of the sky of this hamlet. 
On city’s bitumined streets 


the rhythm of my song discords. 


You mean—exclaimed Binata 
want to stay here for ever ? 
Village is for leisure-time. 
How rapturous its visage appears 
in the inebriety 
of indolent holidays ! 
Its woodland, meadows, 

river, trees 
all seem a version 


of a verdant, radiant dream ! i 


Squeezing Binata'’s hands 
Taranga mumbled— 


Just as thou art Binata, 


A replica of all ideas, 
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Imaginations, thoughts, 
all sorrows. joys, pains 


all dreams and fancies. 


Thundering stormy night 
In the grove of casuarina. 
in the lonesome pasture 
of Bhanumati 


hisses the serpent of darkness. 


Oh no—demurred Binata. 


1 can ne’er be a simile for the village 
Have not | said— 

Village is an ecstasy in time-off. 

But. | belong forever, to— 

She boggled; Realizing, unaware 


She has gone too far. 


Taranga stammered—Then, then— 


Don’t ye like village Binata ? 


Raising her tiny head 

Binata stared at Taranga. 

Then said, Yah, | love. 

| adore it. 

Just as a gipsy loves 

the surroundings of his tabernacle. 
But does he long 


to be a prisoner of it ? 
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City is the arena 

of my daily life. 

The wonderland 

of my stirring days. 

Village is the place 

for pilgrimage during holidays. 


This is my tenet. 


Taranga's face turned pale 
Just as a coloured paper flower 
in the drawing-room 

fades in the sun-rays. 
Despondent, he yeilled— 

1 knew not Binata 

thou art a blind devotee 


of steel-town. 


Long had | cherished the desire 

thou will be a free bird 

in this dancing, quivering 
monsoonish 


indolent, azure dale | 


Alas ! Fettered to the iron-cage 


thou art. 


The verdant invitation of the sky 
doesn’t quiver thy pinions ! 


it does not get any laudation ! 
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Encirctling gloom. 

Inside the dark whirlpool! of night 
another whirlpool. 

Churning the courtyard amidst the 


paddy-field, 


Binata understood 

Taranga’s dolefu! tone. 

Flashing a faint smile 

she said— 

Misunderstand me not Taranga. 
You know staying in some derelict 
corner of the static, rustic hamlet 
remote from the city 

is beyond my imagination. 

Whnere ‘daily’ is a dream, 

where ‘weekly’ too has lost 

the regularities of even ‘fortnightly’ 
where there is no telephone no telegram 
or no rush of a bustling life,— 

how lovely that conch-shell may be, 
how sparkling that shed may be. 
that won't suit my soul's progress. 
§ will become insane, Taranga, 

by the tiresome, tedious life 

of that solitary confinement ! 

From the premises of your dak-bonglow 


with gloomy eyes 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


( 25 ) 


I watch those countless mails and 
passengers®e 

whistling away like maim, lame reptiles, 
Oh, how far the station seems ! 
Mocking me as if 

those trains 

run away far and wide, 

i feel 

from the top of a deserted isle 

| am gazing down 

the floating mast of schooners. 
My inner self cries out— 

Thou art a captive, a captive. 


{s it mere nothing, Taranga ? 


Rain again. Storm too. 

Binata and Taranga 

could see in that hushed 

open verandah, 

gale and storm 

rushing wildly 

through the far. off sal.-thicket. 

Crossing the teak-wood 

to the paddy-fields, 

Then sweeping over 

the inane pasture of Bhanumati 
er ee oD 


« Mails and passengers mean Mail and passenger trains. 
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Far afield, 


Susurrus of the bamboo trees, 
A pai!m-bough banged, 
Sudden, torrentia! shower. 
Thunder, lightning... 

The bale nearby in the charnel 
went off. 

Close to the haif-burnt corpse, 
the non-stop, appalling howl 


of the jackal. 


As if 
A decoy-cave of yore 


in some clandestine hilt 


exploded by gun-powder ! 


The wanton wind— 
sprinkles of rain 
tevin.ees..Jevin 
Thunder 

Thunder. 

Incessant, turbulant 


fountain of lightning. 


Alarmed wild bird, 

winged away from the broken shed 
$Squealing 

Crashing 

Cracking 
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the towering festoon 

of the palim-grove, 

Ah, Bhanumati cries out, 
The river stairs, 

the pasture 


wail the Song of Chaos. 


Binata stood up. 
Taranga too. 
Eyes met eyes. 


Speechless. 


That very moment 

came floating from the seciuded cave 
the growl of malicious tiger 

tike thunder, 

splitting the hill’s bosom 


quavering the woodland. 


Renting the open-meadow 

Ringjng through the forest-brick, 
Wild birds wailed up 

behind the nicker bean and cane trees 
Devilish dance of stark night. 

In Binata’s heart and soul 


a strange, an unknown terror. 


Astart, she came 
closer to Taranga. 


Taranga accepted her... 


Supported her faminine muliebrity. 
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Einata’s lassitude has broken. 

The menacing gurl of tiger™— 

The disastrous, tempestuous rain-storm 

have broken her deep slumber. 

In her nerves 

Shampoo of a frosty fear 

a new trepidation. 

In her mind 

freezing germs of suspicion. 

a prickle of ‘silky, glossy panic 

sent through her mind. 

Driving away her rigidity. 

With that string of her heart 

all other strings too 

have woken up. 

They too are reverberating 

a new tune. 
Awe, awe, awe ! 
With that awe only she has woken up 
In her blood 
the icy, chilly, torrent. 


In the pores of her body 
the impact of frost, 


Her convulsive perspire 

pierced Tarang’s heart. 

Taranga held her in his arms. 

with that fear z 
he was waking up. 


Binata was waking up- 
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Her frozen mind was waking up 
with a new trepidation. 

Ati the strings rnside her 

were waking up, 

ringing up 

In her blood 

the frost of a new excitement, 


of a snow-cold fear. 


Again the grow! 

of that ferocious tiger. 

In Binata’s and Taranga'’s eyes too 
floated 

a yellow-marble-coloured tiger. 
On its skin 

stains of arrow and bow. 

In its eyes 

fat-like smoothing Snooze. 
Melting with the flame of wild rage 
Each of its pur 

frowning. 

It was, it seemed, 

beating its tail, 

rubbing its claws, 

leaping, roaring 


in the cave. 


Binata hid her face 


in Taranga’s bosom. 
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She was waking up. 
Gently 
with a new stirring. 
Impossible, tumultuous storm. 
A startled hare 
ran away. 
Chasing it 


the frowning monsoon drift. 


What’s it ?—yelled Binata 

Snake, Snake, Snake—Taranga shouted. 
In the flash of lightning 
it was seen 
vanishing in ae moment 
in the thorny 


eastrn fence of the dak bungalow, 
A hill ahead. 

The frightened, timid hare 
lamping, 

chasing it 


the ravenous hissing hood. 


Binata screamed 


She collapsed in Taranga’s arms. 


Taranga laid her inside 

on floor. 

in Binata's half-conscious mind 
terror of a new terrain. 


But with that terror 
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she was waking up, 


stirred by the chilly, frosty 
trepidation-. 


In that hurricane’s pale light 


Taranga saw 


drops of sweet glistening 


on Binata’s forehead, 


despite the chilly air, 


He wiped away the sweat 


and started fanning 


with an old newspaper-fan. 


Binata—Taranga murmured 
No response. 
Taranga reached her nostrils 


Shook her up violently. 


Binata’s body was weking up. 


waking up too, 


Al! her dormant nerves. 


what oestrus is this 


in her panicky blood-stream ? 


The nap of her blood has broken—~ 


in fear, though 


Taranga touched her, 
Binata’s body in convulsion. 
Taranga understood. 


Leaning over her 
half-consciously he whispered— 


Binatea ! 
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Binata responded. 

She felt Taranga'’s touch. 

A gust of wind throbbed the hurricane: 

The house responded 

to the roar of that furious tiger. 
She felt herself the fire 
and Taranga the frost, 
At Taranga'’s touch 
she is flaring up, 
trimming up, and 
again, as if, 
dying down. 


In her body, only tempest { ! 


Wild ruhs of tornado. 

Fervent heart in Taranga’s perspire, 
Binata’s cold bosom was calcifying. 
Her rigidity has broken 

Her body has woken up. 

in her blood 


the flame of Taranga. 


BodYy...ssere:DOQYe sr ivvves 
Taranga felt Binata’s body 
smett her hair, 

touched her fingers, 

felt with his hands 


Binata'’s hands, 
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arms, neck, nails. 
Flaring 

blazing 

Binata’s body-fiame. 
At the hamlet’s end, 
far away 


glimpse of a hurricane. 

Surly night. 

Blinking lightning 

Dormant path, damp earth 

hush’d land. 
The ‘assurgen*# lake of darkness 
was bitlowing. 


Again lightning.e..-e.s-. 
Binata’s body... 
Darkness. 
Aroma of flesh and soft, warm hair. 
Rhythm of the new shovver,. 
Hurricane in the offing. 


Both 
in suspended transport. 


lLightning...lightning-e- 

A spray of lightning. 

The festoon of palm-grove 
is shivering. 

Soft-grey Mango blossoms 


renting the air. 
From afar 
came floating 
the laughter of unseasonable storm. 
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Taranga—whispered Binata. 
Taranga, how cold thy breath is ! 
The lake of bleak night 
is bulging. 
DarknesSS...... JarknesS.e.. 


Binata's body-pyre inflamed. 


In the dense coil of murk 

again a coil. 

A circle inside a circle 

clash of darkness within darkness, 
Fervid.-...e.flaming. 

Flaring 

Blazing 


As the burnt candle. 


Hurricane at the gate. 
Mother is home, 
they mumbled. 
The rhyme of waned moon outside, 
storm, over and gone. 
The murmur of sal grove 
comes floating 
reciting the hymn of valediction. 
Moon appeared— 
from the veil of cloud. 


Taranga wondered : 
This p’raps is the French Surrealists’ 


‘islet of verdant Moon’ !! 
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Binata didi. 
We are fine. 


May God's grace be with you, 


Taru bhai came yesterday 
from Cuttack. 

You are doing M. A, 

in Economics. 

Staying with your 

Uncle’s at Calcutta, 

So he said. 

Tarubhai would study no more. 
He will start 

an agriculture farm 

in the village. 

‘Was talking of 

Chicken farm, honey culture 
eri-culture 

and many other such things. 
I'm posting this letter 

in your former address 

care of your Aunt at Cuttack 


Hope you will get it, 


Binata didi, 

The gourd-creepers 
you saw last year 
aspread on our thatch 


has yielded huge pumpkins. 
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In those ribbed gourd 

you had seen at our mid-courtyard 
Such lovely, houri-like 

flowers have bloomed ! 

clad in gilded embroidered robes, 
How rapturously they swing 

in the queen flower-like 


yellow moon-beam ! 


In the bush of 

lantana and ‘baramasi, 
squirrels play. 

‘They play hide and seek 

in the grove of ribbed- gourd 


over the thatch. 


You had written 


in your last letter— 

the croton plant in your house at Cuttack 
has shot forth new leaves. 

And that Rhododendron or like 

a twig of which was wilted 

must have sprouted again. 

May be, your gardener 

does not water properly. 

A wage-earner after all, 

is it not so ! 


Daily in the evening 
1 myself fetch water 
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in the brass-pitcher 
from the ‘Kajal’ pond 
at our backyard, 

and pour in the trench. 
Mother, too, helps. 

If Tarubhai is here 

he is always busy 


with these plants. 


Welt, Binata didi, 

Tell me the truth— 

Swear on my head. 

High-born you are; 

grown up in city 

amidst gigantic, brick-built mensions. 
Did you really like 


our tiny mud-slum ? 


What a majuscule 

you had written 

exalting our hamlet 

and our shed, 

drawing the beauty 

of the pasture of Bhanumati ! 
But do you really 

love us and our village 


that much ! 
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1 had noticed 

how you used to bristle 

walking on that damp soil 
through myriads of 

insects and cock’s comb. 

And a startled how you jumped 
to the verandah 

seeing those lady bugs and mililipede ! 
You may not say so, 

that you are of an alien land— 
was wreathed in your gait. 

Do you remember 

how frightened you were 

and raved tike a child 

hearing of the scorpion ! 
Tarubhai had scolded me for that. 
Really Binata did, 

You were like the Princess 

of some far off Cora! island 
Crossing the seven seas and thirteen rivers 
had al! asudden 

alighted in our 


Sequestered wood-land and sea-girt, 


You may not have said, 
but |! could fathom 
deep down your mind, 
How unease you were 


Seeing that broken bourn 
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at our backyard, 

the mossy well, the estrade. 

{ still remember— 

your loring on the essence of hygiene 
Seeing our black-cow'’s dung 

in our dormer. 

That we aré& poor, you knew. 
Tarubhai had told ycu 

all about us, and our living standard. 
Knowing all, you had come 

to this poverty-ridden sium. 

Why ? why had you come ? 

Could you have adjusted 


to our life-style Binata did: ? 


You had written — 


“In my note of verse 

Ive still preserved 

that red-oleander 

of the land 

where Bhanumati flows. 
and even now ! enjoy 
wearing that wilt Gulmohar 
of the Vale of setting Sun, 


in my chignon”... 


But this is only 
the song of your mind, Binata-did. 


not of your heart. 
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You had said— 

tong-stay in nur village 

would madden you. 

Because it has 

no touch with the outer world. 

Man’s mind here would become 
crippled, static. 

Just like the insular 

of some secluded island 

across the sea. 

During holidays, however, 

it is ravishing, 

lovely, wonderful! 


as some hill-station of 
snow-land Kashmir. 


But t think 
you can stay here if you want to. 


Are not we Staying too ! 
May be, we are cut off 


from the outer world. 

But we are content 
in our tittle surrounding. 
That your expanding heart 
would not have cabin’d 
to this pigmy world 
I understand, 

By the way 

let me stop these non-Sense. 

I'm not worthy of 

sdavising you 
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§ am not literate as you are. 

A bird in cage, |! am. 

“have studied only 

upto upper primary 

¢n our village schoot. 

Didn’t { show you my 

Giterature book 

and dictation and composition notes! 
Have learnt little Oriya language 
from monthly magazines, 
reading stories and poems. 

4 envy your 

fathomless erudition ! 

Had { been able to read 

and stand on my own, 

1 won’t have to bear 


such insults and humiliations ¢ 


From him’ yesterday 

1 got a letter. 

Has lost his job. 

Broken hearted, he has regretted 
that he could not even 

send a new saree 

on Chemi’s Birthday. 

1 am scared of my in-laws. 

They witl come to take me 


during the Harvest Festival. 
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Atl other brothers are earning 
except him. 
Hence no end to the efflictions 
of the mother-in-law end sisters-in-laws. 
All the time shout at me. 
All household cores are mine. 
Moreover, he is discharged now. 
Was only a forest clerk, earning Rs. 50/- a month. 
He too has changed. 
Has become peevish, short-tempered. 
instigated by his mother 


has hit me twice. 


Today, at noon 

I was mending quiits for Chemy. 
Her old pair of quilts are 
tattered and stained 


of urine and ordure. 


That time, my frjend 

Came. 

She introduced me to her husband. 
I did not like him. 

He is not worthy of my friend. 
Second marriage. 

Her parent’s greediness 

has drifted her there. 

Who wilt protest ? 


Don’t mind my letter, Binata didi 
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My handwriting is not that good! 

You have enquired of us and 

our village. 

What shall | write ? 

lm not so quaint to pen colourfully. 

What can | write ? 

The red-oleander and rangoon-creeper 

at our outer courtyard 

have yielded flowers. 

in jasmine plant too 

there is wild abundance of flowers. 

Coral tree is in bud. 

in mango tree 

there is a large bee-hive shelf. 
Continuous onrush of humming 
honey-bees. 

Let that be—Tarubhai said. 

We won't break it, 

Let that grow. 
Do you know, Binata didi, 
Our white cat has begot kittens, 
But within a couple of days, 


already glutted two. 
The cow has given birth 
to a dappled calf. 


You have asked about Tarubhai. 
Only yesterday he returned from 
Cuttack, 
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Henceforth, will settle 

in the village. 

He is not interested in job. 
Pians to cultivate 
Whatever lands we have. 
And laying out an orchard 
of fruits and vegetables. 
will start business. 

This is far better than 

to be a teacher or clerk 
and earn 50/60 Rs. ae month. 
Moreover, slavery is not 


in his horoscope. 


He is no more 

his own setf. 

Mentally is always elsewhere. 

The periwinkle and four O’ clock plant 
You had tended in our outer courtyard 
have sprouted marvellously 

and shooted forth new branches. 
Yie!lded flowers too. 

Today in early morning 

Tarubhai was fondly caressing 

those plants you had tended. 

He was saying 

These are Binata’s mementoes. 

By the way 


Mother too was remembering you. 
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In our area 

today is a festive day, you know !t 
Dasara is at hand. 

Won't you come to Cuttack 
during the Puja Vacation ? 

If you come 

won’t you visit us 

only for a couple of days ? 

1 won’t stay long, you know ! 
How is aunt ? 


My obeisance to her. 


Tunu, your sister 

passed Matric this year! 
Is it not so! 

I have not seen her yet ! 
How does she look like ! 
As pretty as you are ! 


Won’t you send your family photograph ! 


Had ! had one of mine 
1 must have sent it. 


But how will we get photos ! 
Who will take here ? 


Last year, Tarubhai had 
borrowed a camera 


from his friend, 
it was not good, however. 


You must come Binata didi 
Tarubhai is getting thinner and thinner. 
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His behaviour too Seems whimsical. 


He has to take the worldly responsibilities, 


May be, it is that only. 


{ failed to make 


You had written 

Taranga is the Bard of Setting Sun. 
Had got the invitation 

to the ceremony of blooming flowers. 
He declined. 

Now, in his tune 


the melody of wilted blossoms. 


jot or tottle of it. 


Il showed the letter to Tarubhai. 


Cracking the shed 


he burst out laughing. 


Then became serious. 


Said, why does Binata 


Scribble 


Such absurds ! 


Are you in touch with him ? 
Does he reply ? 

Such a forgetful man he is ! 
May not be writing to you. 
Don’t mind Binata-didi ! 

We know 


How deeply he loves you ! 
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My friend's husband 

would go back day after tomorrow. 

A post-office is there in his village. 

{'11 post this letter through him. 
Write about Calcutta. 
Tarubhai was saying— 
massacre is at rampant there. 


Look after yourself. 
What more to write ? 


‘am not feeling well. 


My inside is twisting and turning. 


Just now Tarubhai. came 
and asked, ‘“To whom 
are you writing 


Such a long letter 1’ 


To Binata-didi | replied. 
He looked at the letter 
and went away, 

Well, | remain 

My regards to you. 


Your foving sister 


Ketaki 
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Foreget, forget 
O’ Sailor of the setting Sea, 
why don't you say 
which is your destination ? 
Thou had moored the barge 
at my shore for a moment, 
| stood ashore for water | 
What's thy name ? 


In which tand thou dweli ? 
Forget, forget. 


said ye, 

In the terrain of thy heart 

is my abode. 

O Temptress of the Cloves isiand 
say, O say 

Do ye really love me? 


Do ye love me? 


Forget, forget. 


Tarangea ! 

Love the by-gon@ 

and forget. 

Stick not to it. 
Interrminable is the path of life. 
Yet to be crossed. 
Yet to be crossed. 


‘have to fare forth far ahead. 
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if linger here, in this mid-way 
the Goddess of Road 


woutd curse you. 


Our paths may be different. 

But can one wipe off 

the fond memory of the distance 
we trailed together ? 


The shrine at the road’s end 
is still far-away— 

But remember, remember 
that wAyside flowering twig. 
Remember, Remember 

those few eternal moments 


beneath that. 


In the assembly of withered flowers 
why won't you declare 

Flower bloomed too 

once in your way ? 

why won’t you chant, Taranga 

the triumph of 


those lovely blossoms. 


This is the way to vanquish life. 

Instead, it 

like Amit Ray in Ravi Thakur’s ‘Sesher Kavita’, 
stumble thee by the flower twig at mid-way 


if, crossing that, thou won'’t go ahead, 
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if the bloody banner of thine chariot 


would stick to the thorny flower plant, 


If that won’t let ye move forward, 


will that be 


an ordinary defeat Taranga ? 


Mine is an alien land. 

Thou art a stranger Taranga, 
to its brown map. 

Vibrant, dynamic, progressive 
tempo is the life-force 

of my world. 

Triumph of peace in 

remoted, banished life; 

or in the vain atttempt 

of fleeing into the dead-womb 
of bygone, tired of reality friend, 
is beyond my imagination, 

In my mind's 

Scorching embers of sun 

the inert, geometric lattice 

of reaction 


is charred to ashes. 


Taranga, Bard of the Secluded Vale 


of Setting Sun, 
1 yearn not 


to bar your way. 
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to drag you to my zone. 

You won't get 

an easeful life here. 

This world is not yours ! 

Let your path be free for ever. 
On your path 

let my tear-drops...... 

Nay, nay blessings Taranga ! 


My best wishes ! 


Last night, | had been 
strolling on the terrace 
all alone. 

A lonesome hush 

Last tram went away 

In the street 

a tired rickshaw-puller, 
ruminating, awaiting his passenger. 
In the footpath, 

refugees from Noakhali, 
two Hindu monks. 

The pellid gas-ilight 
lengthening the shadows 
of their haggard body. 
Under the light-post 


a tired dog— 


Gazing at times 
at the sky, 


How awfully still, pale 
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is this mid-night sky ! 
How terribly chill 
is this blue-night ! 
Just as the lucent shaw! 
of a dead damsel ! 
Amidst the brown island 
of the Great Bear, 
was flickering 
the tiny ‘Arundhati’. 
In the interstices of the white-cloud 
In the tai! of the blue blue sky 
was twinkling 
that blue ‘Arundhati’. 
Rapt, entranced, adazzled 
| gazed 
and gazed ... - 
Only a couple of months 
Only 60 days 
Only 60 nights 
Then, my boat will anchor 
by some unknown coast 
of some unknown land. 
Like the frenzied measure of an wild tune 
at some pristine ham!et 
The mast of my ship wilt be 
by an alien shore. 


Forget, forget 
Forget. 
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Cock crow ! Cock crow ! 
Is dawn an illusion ! 


Impudent pretence of morn ! 


Yet, cawed the crow 


Hailed the auspicious Morn. 


Bondage, bondage ? 


How lofty 

the pyramid of Misr is! #* 

How far ! 

Yet its shadow creeps alow 

on the farthest cotton flower. 

Is that shade ean illusion ! 

Get married. 

Be happy. 

Marry Tutsi, your childhood friend 
of whom once you spoke, 


or someone else— 


In my sea-voyage 

Bandana Mitra 

Is my friend, my companion. 
Recovered yesterday 

from nausea. 

She was talking of her fiancee-- 
A doctor in a remoted village— 
sending Bandana Europe 


inspite of himself— 
OOD DD OO OOOO 


* Misra is an ancient name of Egypt. 
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After Bandana returns 
completing her FRCS 
They would marry 

and practise in Calcutta. 
You will laugh 

sniff at mention of city. 
Your world— 

that is not mine. 

Still, be happy 

Be happy. 


Be triumphant, Taeranga ! ! 


Yah ! In the lone harbour 
of Cairo, yesterday 

an old mariner extolled 
the Indian rural life. 

Its threshotd of sal and 
tamale, 

its fuilmoon, 

Its newmoon, 

All became pregnant 

by the wizardry of the 
Sailor’s parable. 
incredibly chilly gale, 
what a wonder ! 

Whose laughter ! Whose laughter ! 
Storm is calm. 


Still that laughter. 
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Cold mummy 

Centuries-old... 

Still mummy’s laughter. 

Frozen laughter of millennia past 
Is dawn an illusion ? 

You want me to write 

every month 


from London— 


why ? 


Why have you written so? 


The frontier of India had 

faded. 

Sailing through the new longitude 
of an unheard of 

unknown ocean— 

Far afield, glimmers 

light-house, 


blurred, mysterious, 


All new, all unknown 
Yet in that I’ve found 


the goa! of my new life. 


Let that life be triumphant. 
Bless me. Bless me. 


Wish me good luck ! ! 


The lingering mystery of pyramid— 
Choked with history. 
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This land of mummy 

The inane, azure pasture 

of River Nile, 

Reflects the piteous melancholy 


of some dead, buried culture ! ! 


How the golden date 


of my past is fading awaey ! 


{ can’t keep it ablaze. 


1 cry ! 


Crow commits blunder, 

Ruddy goose too, 

Yet there is magic in that error. 

In that sweet, momentary illusion, 


there is the wondrous sap of life. 


Is dawn en illusion 


Morn’s pretence— 


Awake, awake. 


Reply me: 


Those few past dates ? 

Is that worthless 

in aeon ? 

will the half-closed file of memory 
lay aside 


enveloping that ! 
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Again clamour in the harbour 
The insensate geography 
encircling me 


Craves for life, 


My salutations to the Dawn, 


This mid-night’s dreamy 


Cock Crow ! 


(Whistle of the ship) 
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